256                            WINTERS  IN  ALGERIA.

A barren desert, deserted streets, and half-ruined dwellings par-
titioned off behind long low walls, all of dust and clay, with
palm trunk and branches of the same uniform color; a public
square where there is nothing; a shed open on all sides, which
is supposed to be a Djemaa, or club, where the natives assem-
ble to talk over the events of the day; but there seemed to be
no natives to assemble, or if there were, they were all asleep;
no children to run after us for backsheesh. The two or three
old inhabitants whom we did see wore burnooses and turbans
of the same color as the earth, and they sat nibbling at a hand-
ful of dry dates. The keeper of the mosque told us that few or
none of the inhabitants used tobacco, as they could not afford
the luxury. This was, indeed, a province of the Inferno; but
my friend contended, when the question arose as to happiness,
that these beings were more happy than we; they possess noth-
ing, and want nothing, because they know of nothing better
than their way of spending an existence.